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0 thou whofe wounds become hard fauoured death, 
Speake to thy father, ere thou yeeld thy breath, 
Braue death by fpeaking, whither he will or no : 
Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy Foe. 

Poore Boy, he fmilcs, me thinkes, as who fhould fay, 1 

Had Death bene French, then Death had dyed to day* 

Come, come, and lay him in hisFathers armes, 

My fptrit can no longer beare thefe harmes. 

Souldiers adieu : I haue what I would haue, 

Now my old armes are yong Iohn Talbots graue. Dyes 

Epter Charles, Alanfon, r Burgutjdie i Baftard, 
andPuceH. 

Char. Had Yorke and Somerfet brought rcfcuc in, 
We (hould haue found a bloody day of this. 

Baft. How the yong whelpeof 7d/&tf.r raging wood, 
Did fleflihispunie-fword in Frenchmen* blood. 

puc. Once I cncountred him, and thus I faid : 
Thou Maiden youth, be vanquifhc by a Maide. 
But with a proud Maicfticall high fcornc 
He anfwer'd thus : Yong Talbot was not borne 
To be thepillagcofaGiglot Wench: 
So rufhing in the bowels of the French, 
He Icfc meproudiy, as vnworthy fight. 

Bar* Doubtlcfie he would haue made a noble Knight: 
See where he lyes tnherced in the armes 
Of the mod bloody Nurfler of his harmes. 

*Baft. Hew them to pceces,hack their bones atTundcr, 
Whofe life was Englands glory, Gallia's wonder. 

Char. Oh no forbeare : For that which we haue fled 
During the life, let vs not wrong it dead. 

Snter Lucie. 

Lu. Herald, condudt me to the Dolphins Tent, 
To know who hath obtain'd the glory of the day. 

Ch,ir. On what fubrnifliue mcfTage art thoufent ? 

Lacy. Submifiion Dolphin? Ti> a mcere French word: 
We Englifh Warriours wot not what it meanes. 

1 come to know what Prifoners thou haft tane, 
And to furuey the bodies of the dead. 

Char, For prifoners askft thou? Hdl our prifon is. 

But tell me whom thou feek'ft ? 

Luc. But where' s the great Alcides of the field, 

Valiant Lord Talbot Earle of Shrewsbury i 

Created for his rare fuccefle in Armes, 

Great Earle of Wafhford, Waterford, and Valence, 
Lord T Mot of 'Goodr'tg and Vrchfafiddy 

Lord Strange 6? Blackmere, Lord Verdon of Alt oh , 

Lord (^romwell of (Tingefield.. Lord Fumiuall of Sheffield, 

The thrice vi&orious Lord ofFalconbndge, 

Knight of the Noble Order ofS. George* 

Worthy S. ^Michael, and the Q olden Fleece^ 

Great M arfhall to Henry the fixt, 

Of all his Warrcs within the Realme of France, 
Puc. Heere's a filly ftately ftile indeede : 

TheTurke that two and fiftieKingdomcs hath, \ 

Writes not fo tedious a Stile as this* 

Him that thou magnifi'ft with all thefe Titles > 
Stinking and fiy-blownefycs hecreat our feete. 

Lucjl Is T ftlbot flainc, the Frenchmens only Scourge, 
Your Kingdoms terror, and blacke jV<rw/£r ? 
Oh were mine eye-balles into Bullets turn'd, 
That I in rage might (hoot them at your faces. 
Oh,that I could but call rhele dead to life, ; 
It were enough to fright the Realme of France. 
Were but his Picture left ambngft you here, 


ThefirJlTartofH^ 


It would amaze the prowdeft of youalL 
Giue me their Bodye$,that I may bcarc themU 
And giuethemBuriall.asbcfeemesthw 

Pucel Ithinkethisvp^rtisoldr^ 
He fpeakes with fiich a proud commanding f D ; 1 
For Gods fake let him haue him, to keepeLml! 1 
They would but ftinke, and putrific the ayr* herc > 

Char. Go take their bodies hence. 

Lucy. He beare them hencerbut from their aft n 
bereard ain csft 
A Phoenix that (hall make all France affear'd 

Char. Soweberidofthem,dov?ithhimivh at « I 
And now to Paris in this conquering vaine y Wl1 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbot s flaine 


Scena fecunda. 


SENNET. 
Enter King, Cjlocefler, and Ex eter. 

King. Haucyou perus'd rh c Letters from the Pot* 
The Emperor, and the Earle of Arminack> • p 1 

Cjlo. 1 haue my Lord, and their intent is this 
They humbly fue vnto your Excellence, * 
To haue a godly peace concluded of, 
Betweene thcRealmes of England, and of France 

King. How doth your Grace affed their motion ? 

Glo. Well (my good Lord) and as the only mcatlfis 
To flop effufion of our Chriftian blood, ' 
And ftabliftiquietnefTedn euery fide. 

King. I marry Vnckle,for I alwayes thought 
It was both impious and vnnaturall, 
That inch humanity and bloody ftrife 
Should reignc among Profeffors of one Faith. 

gio. Bcfidemy Lord, the fooner to effeft, 
And furev binde this knot of amine, 
The Earle of Arminacke neere knit to Charles, 
A man of great Authoritie in France, 
Proffers his onely daughter to your Grace, 
In marriage, with a large and fumptuous Dowric. 

King Marriage Vnckle? Alas my yeares are yong: 
And fitter is my ftudic, and my Bookes, 
Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 
Yet call th'Embaffadors, and as you pieafe, 
So let them haue their anfwercs euery one: 
I /hall be well content with any choyce 
Tends to Gods glory, and my Countries wealed 

Enter Wtnchefler, andthrc* Ambaffa&m* 

Exet. What, is my Lord of winchefter inftall'd, 
And call'd vnto a Cardinal!* degree ? 
Then I perceiue, that will bt verified 
Henry the Fift did fometime prophefie. 
If once he come to be a Cardinal], 
Hee'l make his cap coequal! with the Crowne. 

King, My Lords Ambafladors, your lcuerall fuitcs 
Haue bin confider'dand debated on, 
Your purpofe is both good and reafonable : 
And therefore arc we certainly refolu'd, 
Tp°draw conditions of a friendly peace. 

Which 
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Tbefi rftPartofHcnrytheS ixt^ 


meanc 


\Vhich t>y r 7 i orc {entiy to Fiance. 

?£ ^3h,sH !8 hne(refoaclargc, 
Ibm* 1 „f the Ladies vertuous gifts, 
i^rl and the valew ofherDower, 
^intend (he iliall be England* Queene. 
H £d0th " r» u^ent and proofe of wb.ch contra*, 
W. l |iar P „ Ainu. 


Exeunt. 


K "L his Iewell, pledge of my affeaion. 
Kr mv Lord Protcaor fee them guarded, 
*°i - SJ brought to Doner, wherein (hip d 

Con,ffl tavmv Lord Lcgate,you {hallfirftrcceiue 
floieofmoneywhichlpromtied 
I I bz deliuevcd to his Holinefle, 
i «hine«ne in thefe grauc Ornaments. 


, r!'nT>e of money which I promtfed 
Th< b?ieliueredtohisHoline(fe, 
S , ^l ineme in thefe grauc Ornamer 
,r r cI ° ( ! will attend vpon your LordfliipsIeyAsre. 

Now Winchcftcr will not fubmk,I trow, 
ffinferiour to theproudeft Peerc; 

Hh o fGiofter ? thou &alt r c!! p ei 


perceiue, 
•h«She7 in birth, or iox authoritie, 
T Bifiiop will be oucr-bornc by thee : 
5 either make thee ftoope, and bend thy knee, 
Otfacke this Country with a mutiny. 


Exeunt 


Sccena Tertia. 


Inter Charles, BttrgunAj, tsilanfo*, Ha/lard, 
Reivnier, and I 'one > 

. Cbir. Thefe nc wes (my Lords)may cheerc our droo- 
ping Ipirits: 
'Tisfaid, the ftout Parifians do reuolt, 
And tume 3gaine vnto the warlike French. 

^.Then march to Paris Royall Charles of France, 
Andkeepenotbackeyour powers in dalliance. 

fueel. Peace be amongft them if they turnc to vs, 
Elfc ruine combate with their Pallaces. 

Snter Scout. 

Scout. SucceiTc vnto our valiantGencrall, 
And happineffc to his accomplices . 

Char. What tidings fend our Scouts?I prethce fpeak. 

Scout. ThcEnglifh Army that diuided was 
Into two parties, is now conioyn'd in one, 
And meanes to giue you battel! prefently. 

Cbtr, Somewhat too fodaine Sirs, the warning is, 
But we will prefently prouide for them. 

'Bur. 1 truft the Ghoft of Talbot is not there : 
Nowheis gonemy Lord, you necde notteare. 

tucel. Of all bafe paffions, Feare is moft accurft. 
Command theConqueft Charles y it ih3ll be thine : 
Let Henry fret, arid all the world repine. 

CW. Then on my Lords, and France be fortunate. 

Exemt. Alarum. Excmjions. 

Enter lone de Pucell. 

Puc, The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen flye. 
Now helpc ye charming Spelles and Periapts, 
Andyechoife fpirits that admonifh me, 
And giue metfignes of future accidents. Thunder. 
You ipeedy helpers, that are fubftitutes 


Sxit. 


Vnder the Lordly Monarch of the North, 
Appeare, and ay de me in this enterprizc. 

rr Enter fiends. 

This Ypcedy and quicke appearance argues proofe 
Of your accuftonVd diligence to me. 
Now ye Familiar Spirits, that are cull d 
Out of the powerful! Regions vnder earth, 
Helpe me this oace, that France may get the held. 

r They walkjs^ and $eak* not. 

Oh hold me not with filcnce ouer-long : 
Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, 
He lop a member off and giue it you, 
In earneft of a further benefit : 
Soyoudocondifcend to hclpe menow. 

They hang their heads* 

No hope to haue redrefle:? My body (hall 
Pay recompence, if you will graunt my iuite. 
* * They (hake their heads. 

Cannot my body, nor blood-facrifice, 
Intreate you to your wonted furtherance f 
Then take my foule ; my body, foule,and all, 
Before that England giue the French the foyle.| 

They depart. 
See, they forfake me. Now the time is come, 
That France muft vale her lofty plumed Creft, 
And let her head fall into Englands lappe. 
My ancient Incantations are too wcake, 
And hell too flrong for me to buckle with: 
Now France, thy glory droopcth to the duft. 

Excurfions. Burgmdie and Yorke fight handto 
hand. French^ye. 

Yorke. Damfell of France, I thinkc I haue you faft, 
Vnchaine your fpirits now with fpclling Charmes, 
And try if they can gaine your liberty. 
A goodly prize, fit for the diuels grace. 
See how the vgly Witch doth bend her browes, 
As if with Circe, (lie would change my {hapc. 

Tuc. Chang'd to a worfer fhape thou canft not be; 

Tor. Oh, Chiles the Dolphin is a proper man, 
No fhape but his can pieafe your dainty eye.i 

Puc. A plaguing mifcheefe light on Charles , and thee, 
And may ye both be fodainiy furpriz/d 
By bloudy hands, in deeping on your beds. 

Torke. Fell banning Hagge, Inchantrcffe hold thy 
tongue. 

Puc. I prethee giue me leaue to curfc awhile. 
Torke. Curfe Mifcreant,whcn thoucomfttotheftakc 

Exeunt. 

tAlamm. Snter Suffolk? with Margaret 
in his hand. 

Suff. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prifoner. 

Gaz*cs on her. 

Oh Faireft Beautie, do not feare, nor flye : 
For I will touch thee but with reuerend hands, 
I kifle thefe fingers for eternall peace, 
And lay them gently on thy tender fide. 
Who art thou, fay ? that I may honor thee. 

UWar. Margaret my name, and daughter to a King, 
The King of Naples, who fo ere thou art. 

Suff. An Earle I am, and SurTolke ami calf d. 
Be not offended Natures myracle, 
Thou art alotted to be tane by me : 
So doth the Swan her downie Signets faue, 

Ohftayt 


